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at the packed house which greeted the jig, the clog, th song, the banjo of Miss Lotta, whose innocent deviltrie were bringing her a fortune, and when, in response to " call," instead of appearing, Miss Lotta thrust her foe and ankle out beyond the curtain and wriggled them a the delighted crowd, poor Mrs. P—— drew her han« across her forehead and said, in bewildered tones: " Bu — I don't understand! "
No, she could not understand, and Miss Lotta had no yet faced New York, hence John Brougham, the witty wise, and kindly Irish gentleman, had not yet had hi opportunity of summing up the brilliant and erratic stai as he did later on in these words: " Act, acting, actress what are you thinking of? she's no actress, she's — why she's a little dramatic cocktail!" which was a deliciou: Broughamism and truthful withal.
But that sad night, when Mrs. P------first set her fee
in the path of obscurity, I took to myself a lesson, anc said: " While I live, I will move. I will not stand stil in my satisfaction, should success ever come to me — but will try to keep my harness bright by action, in at leasl an effort to keep abreast with the world, for verily, verily; it does move!"